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CAMBOON REMINISCENCES 
[By F. M. BELL] 
(Read before the Historical Society of Queensland, Inc., 
November 27th, 1947.) 
I shall endeavour to portray the life and atmo-
sphere on a cattle station in the days of the large open 
unfenced runs which will soon be a thing of the past. 
I shall be happy if I can carry, you back to the bush this 
evening for one short hour, and make you imagine that 
you can smell the smoke of the sandalwood fires drift-
ing on the evening breeze or listen for the lowing of the 
cattle as they are driven to the station yards in the 
gathering dusk. 
Nothing now remains but the name of many an 
old station which played its part in the development of 
our country. Very few have been handed down from 
generation to generation, and the passing of the years 
has obliterated even the memory of the first pioneers. 
At many an old homestead there is a graveyard, the 
last resting-place of those who blazed the first trail. 
Occasionally an old tombstone, the lettering on which 
is almost indecipherable, marks their resting spot, but 
the records of the early days lie buried there with 
them. 
What did our country look like when first glimpsed 
by the eyes of white men ? What were the customs of 
the blacks ? These and endless questions we would ask 
could we raise the spirits from those lonely graves. This 
is in my mind when I now attempt to record the history 
of one of these stations while it still has a link in the 
chain with the past. The link is WUlie Walsh, born on 
the station in 1865. He was the second white child born 
in the district, the late Jas. Hutchison of Woolton was 
the first. Willie commenced work with my father on 
the 18th October 1879, and for more than sixty-four 
years he has lived and worked at Camboon. Four 
generations of Walshs' have worked on Camboon, which 
has been held by the Bells since 1874. The Walsh 
family is so inextricably mixed with the records of the 
station that it is perhaps best to first trace their his-
tory. David Walsh, hereafter referred to as "Grand-
father," was a North of Ireland man. A true Orange-
man, he was in the thick of the battle of the Boyne, 
where one of his brothers was killed. Grandfather plied 
his trade as a blacksmith in a little Irish village, but 
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when another blacksmith set up in opposition and cut 
prices down to eighteen pence for making a set of shoes 
and shoeing a horse. Grandfather threw his hammer to 
the ground. "Not another tap will I do with that ham-
mer in this country," he declared. Thus was found 
another immigrant for Australia. 
It took five months and fourteen days for Grand-
father and his family to travel by sailing ship to Aus-
tralia. During the voyage they woke one morning to 
find the ship beflagged in honour of the day—the 
Coronation of Queen Victoria. That is the only record 
of the voyage passed down to us, and it must have been 
one of the few incidents to relieve the monotony of 
those endless weeks at sea. We can imagine his hopes, 
bis doubts and fears, yet coupled with the courage to 
cut adrift from his homeland and set sail for a prac-
tically unknown land. What a thriU it must have been 
after those weary days on water to glimpse the land, 
and the beauty of that glorious entrance through Syd-
ney Heads. 
Very soon the coals were glowing in the forge of 
another blacksmith shop in Sydney where plenty of 
work was waiting for a tradesman—and Grandfather 
was a tradesman. The Unicorn, part of the coat of 
arms at Sydney Government House, still bears testi-
mony to his craftsmanship, as do the hinges of the big 
•doors of St. James' Church which he made from 
wrought iron. For these he was paid £7/10/-, and con-
sidered himself well paid for the work. 
As his sons grew up he made them tradesmen— 
J. W., a blacksmith; J. D., a bootmaker; Ross, a car-
penter. 
In spite of the years of work in Sydney, the urge 
to seek further afield was still strong in Grandfather. It 
was reported that Rockhampton, a canvas town, was in 
need of tradesmen and offered good opportunities. Ross 
was sent off with all the necessary tools and equipment 
to open a shop there, the rest of the family were to fol-
low later, but the ship in which he sailed from Sydney 
was never heard of again and with her was lost all 
Grandfather's hard earned savings. 
Grandfather's sister married James Reid who plied 
a boat conveying goods between Brisbane and Ipswich. 
Ipswich at that time was the leading social and com-
mercial centre of Queensland, and there being no rail-
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way, all goods came by boat up the Brisbane and 
Bremer Rivers. 
After accumulating sufficient capital he sold out, 
bought stock and set out in search of land. Young J. JJ-
Walsh, Grandfather's son, went with the Reid family 
who started from Brisbane in a bullock waggon, inejr 
travelled across the Darling Downs. It was a good sea-
son, the blue grass shimmering in the sun a silver blue, 
the rank kangaroo grass and wild oats higher than the 
horses' backs, patches of turk's head making blotches 
of red, with the wild verbena and little white daisies 
helping to bring light and colour in those seemingly 
endless miles across the black soil plains. Many a day 
was lost camped by the roadside after an evening thun-
derstorm, waiting for the roads to dry. Trying to 
move across the black soil after rain is something not 
forgotten. In a few yards the horses' feet are big as 
frying pans, the waggon wheels a foot wide, and as the 
caked mud outweighs itself huge lumps fall to the 
ground, but there is ever more to take its place at the 
next turn of the wheel. 
It was a relief to leave behind that last stretch 
across the Jimbour Plains, fifty miles without a break, 
no shade, and the heat mirages dancing along the road 
ahead, with a line of timber on the horizon, which after 
hours of travelling never appeared to come closer. But 
at last it was reached and the black soil turned to 
chocolate, and in a few miles sandy patches and 
gravelly ridges took the place of the black soil, and soon 
they were in the Burnett country. At length after five 
months' traveUing they crossed the range on to the 
Dawson to take up the country which Reid had pre-
viously located. This route would have been through 
Cadarga, Auburn, Hawkwood, Redbank and Knock-
break runs. "Crossing the Range" sounds quite an 
undertaking, but actually, although the range is about 
1,600ft. high, where it is crossed at Knockbreak the 
country appears so flat that you cannot tell the top has 
been crossed until you notice the water is running in 
the opposite direction. 
Camboon woolshed was the original destination 
but as the ewes commenced lambing they pulled up at 
a big waterhole which the blacks caUed Caamboon 
named by them after the bulrushes that grew around 
its edge. So came into being "Camboon" Station, with 
James Reid the first occupant in the year 1856. 
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From the Lands Office records we find that the 
original Camboon holdings were taken up in blocks of 
10 to 33,000 acres. James Reid acquired Boam, 10,000 
acres in September 1856, that was portion of the Shed 
Country near the Washpool on Boam Creek. You re-
member it was previously mentioned how the Woolshed 
country was the original destination, and that as the 
ewes commenced to lamb a halt was made at Camboon. 
Reid therefore, took up Kandoonan, a block of 33,280 
acres being all the country up the Main Creek to the 
Burnett Range. 
Macoon 20,000 acres; Costeeda 25,000 acres; Ox 
Track Creek 22,000 acres and Delusion Creek 20,000 
acres were acquired by Joseph Thompson in May 1857, 
and transferred to James Reid in 1858. Macoon and 
Costeeda comprised aU the Dawson River frontage from 
Boam to Orange Creek. Delusion, the country up Joe's 
Creek from the junction of Middle Creek to the 7-Mile; 
Blackman's Point, an area of 16,000 acres, was the 
country from Orange Creek to the Cracow boundary at 
the junction of Cracow Creek and was acquired by John 
Ross in May 1857. This block was transferred several 
times and become the property of Bell and Hyde in 
1855. I think this John Ross was kiUed at Boam Creek 
by the blacks. 
Angus Susan McLean took up Baralaba, a block 
over the river which also in 1885 was transferred to 
Bell and Hyde. Both Blackman's Point and Baralaba 
were occupied by Kable before Bell and Hyde took them 
over. WiUie said that Kable occupied this country but 
paid no rent. The unexpired portion of the lease was 
put up for auction at Taroom and although Kable 
threatened to run the price sky high; actuaUy he never 
m-ade a bid when it was put up for auction. 
Other blocks on the Camboon Holding were 
acquired by James Reid in subsequent years and the 
whole area of 525 square miles was registered as a con-
solidated lease on July 1st, 1888, held jointly by Bell 
and Hyde. 
Before the origin of many of the place names are 
forgotten I will record them here. 
Caamboon was the black word for the bulrushes 
which grew around the edge of the waterhole at the 
station. 
Ox Track Creek and Ox Mt. have already been men-
tioned as deriving their name from the track of a bul-
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lock found near the Shed on the main creek by James 
Reid. The black's name for Ox. Mt. was "Coorum 
Coorum," but I don't know the translation. 
Coangal. This is the name given to the cone 
shaped mountain near the station, but the blacks called 
it "Beerburrum" because it looked like a stump. 
Kandoonan. Actually pronounced like Dandoonan. 
was the blacks' name or word for a species of native 
Pussy Cat Mt. At the back of Hainault on the head 
of the 12-Mile was in the native lingo "Goombairm" 
also meaning another species of native cat. 
Walloon Station. Actually Waaleen, was also the 
blacks' name for yet another kind of native cat which 
was very plentiful there. 
These three species of native cat were quite dis-
tinct. Willie told me they were so plentiful in the early 
days that it was possible to kill half a dozen at night 
with a stick as they came into the light of the camp 
fire in search of food. 
Kable Hut and Kable Mt. In a dry time my father 
allowed Kable (aforementioned in reference to Black-
man's Point and Baralaba) to save his cattle there. 
The stumps of Kable's Hut are beside the water-
hole which bears his name. When Bell and Hyde 
acquired Blackman's Point and Baralaba, Kable sold 
aU his cattle to them. It was many years before the old 
piker bullocks were cleaned up and many of them had 
to be shot. The country was very rough and the stock 
used to go back on to the tablelands after watering on 
the river. So steep were the ridges that horses had to 
be led up the slope. In places there were valleys which 
could be made into secure paddocks with but a f6w 
panels of fencing. 
O'Kangal or the Nine Mile. Was the blacks' name 
for a white pipe clay found there, most valuable for 
their corroborees. 
Capsize Gully. Because Jimmy Reid and J. D. 
Walsh tipped a dray over in this gully. 
Fighting Hut. Was where some shepherds and 
hurdle makers camped. They disagreed and were con-
tinually fighting. 
MacGuigans Gully. After a prospector who fos-
sicked there for gold and found a small nugget at the 
4-Mile. 
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Moorcoorooba. Blackfellow's word for a young 
possum about old enough to leave its mother's pouch. 
Tanlies. Got its name from a Chinaman shepherd 
who died there; his body was found in the ashes of his 
camp fire. 
Mungungal. I cannot find the meaning of this 
name. It was caUed the 7-MUe. There was a shepherd's 
hut there. J. D. Walsh rode there one day to find the 
shepherd in a bad way, bitten by a snake. He galloped 
to the station for help but the shepherd died and he 
was buried on the bank of the creek. Quite recently a 
flood uncovered a skeleton and Willie was able to ex-
plain how it came to be there. 
Dick's Lookout Mt. I gave this name to the moun-
tain, because an old boundary rider Newby told me he 
used to walk up to the top of it to see where the cattle 
at that end of the run were running. 
Dan Palmer's Gully. From the shingle splitter 
who camped there when splitting shingles for the roof 
of the Camboon house. 
Sandfly Gap. That was where the Shed cattle used 
to pass by the thousand when driven off the river coun-
try by the sandflies. 
Horse Gully and Horse Creek. Where the brumbies 
used to graze in hundreds before they were shot. 
Pigeon Box Mt. From the likeness of its shape to-
a pigeon loft. 
Ap-en-ben. The mountain near Walton. This is a 
black's word whose meaning has been lost. 
Cracow Station, which adjoined Camboon. I believe 
it got its name from its proximity to Walloon, which 
name was erroneously thought to have been taken from 
its European counterpart. 
That waterhole which Jimmy Reid offered a 
reward of five pounds to depth is now a bed of sand 
with a motor track across it. The old gum tree from 
whose butt Willie and his brothers used to fish, still 
stands as it stood for many years before the white men 
came. 
There is an absorbing fascination in an old gum 
tree standing erect, lonely yet impersonal. Many a 
drought it has weathered, many a flood has whirled the 
soil from its surface roots stretching away for thirty 
yards in all directions. Its scarred trunk too, tells of 
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the raging current in flobdtime. Years slip by but 
there seems to be no change in the old tree, time is 
marked by its flowering when, for a short period, its 
branches are thronged by noisy, gaily-coloured parrots, 
and bush songsters sing a peon of praise in thanks for 
the blossoms' nectar. Yearly it sheds its thin outer 
sliver of bark, which the bushman uses as kindling for 
his quart-pot fire. 
Australia we are told is an old country, but we 
have little else to mark the passing of time other than 
our age old trees, and scientists say that some of them 
are two thousand years of age. We have no record of 
our country, nothing handed down from generation to 
generation, and there is something sadly lacking in a 
country without a history. The blacks may have been 
here for untold centuries, but their living has left no 
more impression than the trees. Some day scientists 
may discover a history hidden in their trunks which to 
us is yet indecipherable. 
J. D. Walsh was nineteen years old when he came 
to Camboon with Reid, and when twenty-eight he mar-
ried a Miss Inglis in Sydney. Her family kept a big 
toy shop there. He brought his bride back to Camboon 
and next year (1865) Willie was born. Here also were 
born five brothers and two sisters. Jimmy was killed 
drafting cattle on the cattle camp at the spot where 
Jack Carmody's house "Clare" now stands. 
J. D. Walsh some years later set out to search 
beyond the fringe of occupied country for a home for 
himself. Again in a bullock waggon he and his family 
left Camboon and took up and occupied Mt. Playfair on 
the Nogoa River in Central Queensland, stocking it 
with 4,000 ewes. Soon came drought. In order to try 
and save the ewes the lambs were kUled, stacked in a 
big heap and burned. But the drought continued, and 
all the stock having died, Walsh deserted the place and 
returned to Camboon. Meantime, at Camboon, Jimmy 
Reid had built a house, the timber for which was all 
sawn on the place. The bricks for the chimneys were 
made from clay obtained from a gully nearby. The old 
house stands to-day just as Jimmy Reid built it, except 
that the shingle roof has been overlaid with iron. He 
also buUt a pub about a mUe down the creek from the 
homestead, which he rented to J. D. Walsh on his re-
turn from Mt. Playfair. He received an additional £80 
rental from the Postal Department for some rooms. The 
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telegraph line from Hawkwood through Camboon was 
then being built. This line for many years was the 
main telegraph line from Brisbane to the North. 
The Post Office was a great boon and kept the 
station in touch with the outside world. Garvey was 
the postmaster for fourteen years in my time at Cam-
boon. His children all read morse code by ear and used 
to pick up and pass on the news. Garvey used to get 
most annoyel as the children talked to each other dur-
ing meals tapping out the words in morse, with knife 
and fork. He could not read by ear. 
Willie says a man called Murran was the first post-
master. Grant was there for some years and his name 
was given to the gully at the back of the Post Office. 
Disagreeing about rental with Allison, who had pur-
chased Camboon from Reid, Walsh purchased an allot-
ment in the Camboon township and erected a slab dwell-
ing where he completed the unexpired nine months of 
his publican's licence and the hotel was then closed. It 
was only a temporary affair, but it is still standing, and 
has for many years been used as an accommodation 
house. The old pub was pulled down and a post and 
telegraph -office erected on the present site. A few of 
the stumps of the old building still remain. WiUie built 
his present house about 1919. 
In this slab dweUing were lodged the coachman and 
pasengers. Four mail coaches met at Camboon coming 
through from Westwood, Taroom, Gayndah and Chin-
chilla via Hawkwood and Eidsvold. The trip was made 
once a week, and the weekly mail was quite an event, as 
the coaches arrived on the same day and stayed the 
night at Camboon. We generally used the Chinchilla 
coach, which took three days to make the trip. Bill 
Stewart ran it for many years, and used to drive five 
horses, changing the team about every twenty miles. 
He was a good driver, in many places the track was nar-
row, the swingle bars hitting the trees on either side. 
During one race meeting at Camboon, Bill was coming 
back with the coach weU loaded when an argument 
arose as to the merits of the coach drivers. "I'll show 
you how I can drive," said Bill, and threw the reins to 
the ground at the same time drawing his whip with 
which he guided the team. Within a few moments men 
were falling out over the wheels and over the back, and 
when Bill braked the team to a standstill at the Post 
Office he was the sole occupant. 
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The old station house at Camboon was built by a 
carpenter called Wright. Prior to that the Reid's lived 
in huts across the creek near to where the blackboys' 
hut now stands. The sheep yards were located on the 
spot where the house was built, and the heaps of 
manure had to be carted away to clear the ground for 
the building. This pile of old manure forms a mound 
just beyond the tennis court. 
Mrs. Reid died at Camboon on 6th October 1861, 
and a tombstone marks her plot in the little graveyard, 
under the apple trees on the flat in the horse paddock. 
It is a sandstone slab, and the lettering is almost worn 
away by the wind and rain. Such as is legible records 
that "This spot is sacred to the memory of Ann, 
beloved wife of James Reid, first occupier of this 
station Caamboon, who departed this life 6th October 
1861, aged 32 years." At her side lies Elizabeth, wife 
of J. D. Walsh, who died 21st December 1880, aged 41 
years, and nearby is the grave of Grandfather Walsh, 
who died in 1901. 
Note carefully the spelling "Caamboon" on the 
tombstone. The first three letters are pronounced like 
"car." In pronouncing all blackfellow's words the 
vowels are soft and long. To try and give the effect we 
usually, in spelling, duplicate the vowel. The R's are 
rolled over the tongue. It is a soft sibilant language, 
but unfortunately our English pronunciation soon gives 
the words a harsh metallic sounding. It is most diffi-
cult to put the blackfellow's words on paper. 
The headstone on Mrs. Reid's grave was brought 
to the station on a bullock dray, held between huge pine 
slabs four inches in thickness. These were made into 
a table for the kitchen. The old kitchen at Camboon 
was built by four Chinamen. The shingle roof, beams 
and rafters are black with smoke and age. Whoever 
built the fireplace was a craftsman. It is the full width 
of the kitchen, and is made of chipped granite slabs 
held together with mortar, after the style of those seen 
in Ireland. There is a double fireplace, one recess for 
the stove with grooves cut in the wall to give the cor-
rect draught, in the other a flat fireplace with hobs on 
either side and an iron turntable on which to hang the 
large fountain. The chimneys of brick were made on 
the station, that is how the "Brickmakers' Gully" got 
its name. There is a big dresser at the other end, about 
ten feet high made by Jimmy Reid, who was a car-
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penter by trade. The top half is cedar, and the top of 
the cupboard is similar to the table. It was evidently 
built in the kitchen as it would not be possible to re-
move it unless taken to pieces. All the shingles for the 
house and kitchen were split by Dan Palmer on a guUy 
named after him. 
About 1908 we purchased Mostowie a block of 
10,000 acres part of the original Camboon holding taken 
up by Archie Graham and transferred by him to the 
Cooks. I shifted the house from there to Camboon, 
and this is now the building between the old house and 
the kitchen. Jimmy Reid laid out a large orchard and 
garden in front of the house, and W. Hutchison was his 
head gardener. The garden was enclosed by a hedge, 
some of which is still alive. Here grew peaches, apri-
cots, promegranates, figs, mulberries, masses of grapes 
and vegetables. The asparagus now growing wild 
along the creek and around the stockyards spread from 
a bed laid down by Reid. The old date palm near the 
kitchen has been there for many years. There was an 
account in the "Queenslander" over twenty years ago 
telling how this tree with three others was imported, 
and they were distributed in different parts of the 
State to test the possibility of producing dates. 
Hutchison built a pub at Woolton and used also to 
do contract work in the district. Later his sons took 
up selections from Camboon and Walloon when parts of 
those runs were resumed, and formed what is now 
Woolton Station. Pubs seemed plentiful in those days; 
the wonder now is, not that they ceased to exist, but 
how they came to be built in such out-of-the-way 
places, and how they provided a living. There was one 
on Cracow, just over the Camboon boundary at Stalk's. 
(Coochil Coochil was the blacks' name.) 
A big shearing shed was erected at the woolshed, 
and the sheep removed to the black soil downs country 
at that end of the run. The old stumps and posts are 
a few hundred yards down from the stockyards, but 
only a few now remain. The sheep were washed at a 
hig waterhole on a branch of the Dawson River, six 
miles from the Shed. That is how the Washpool hole 
^ot its name. It must have been a tedious job washing 
the live sheep in a waterhole; they got very dirty as 
they were all shepherded and shut up in yards every 
night. The main creek, "Ox Track," was so caUed 
because Jimmy Reid found on the creek near the shed 
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a lone buUock's track. This was at the time when there 
were no cattle within hundreds of miles. 
When the outstation at the woolshed was formed a 
lot of trouble was caused by shepherds being bushed, so 
Jimmy Reid hitched a team of bullocks on to a big log 
and dragged it all the way to the Shed so as to make a 
plain track. Evidently a marked tree line was not 
thought of, or as the Americans call it "the blazed 
trail." Shepherds were mostly Chinamen; they used 
to shepherd their flocks over given tracts of country 
and once a week were taken their rations. Rations con-
sisted of 81b. flour, 21b. sugar, ilb. tea, salt, cream of 
tartar and bicarb, soda for baking dampers, and a pot 
of jam or some golden syrup. Meat was not rationed, 
but anything over and above this was considered a 
"luxury" and the fare was pretty hard unless the boss 
was liberally minded. A dry spot on a bald ridge was 
chosen for a camping place for the sheep, and these 
camps were enclosed by hurdles as wire-netting was 
unknown. Those old sheep camps even to-day are 
easily recognised although it is sixty years since they 
were used. 
Jimmy Reid sold Camboon to Allison in 1872 and 
Allison sold to Bell and Hyde in 1874. C. A. Hyde was 
an Englishman, and during the long partnership he 
only once came to Austraha, although his sons, Johhny, 
Bertram and Vincent used occasionally to come out and 
stay for a time at Coochin and Camboon. The other 
partner, my father, J. T. M. Bell, before coming to 
Camboon, owned UmbercoUie which he sold to Tre-
weke. This property has been in that family's hands 
ever since. 
My father took his cattle and horses from Umber-
coUie to Camboon. The cattle were Shorthorns, but 
soon were changed over to Herefords, which estab-
lished a reputation for Camboon and Coochin known 
amongst cattlemen throughout Australia. Camboon 
was the only Hereford herd in the district, but to-day 
the white faces predominate throughout the Dawson 
and Burnett. The Camboon bullocks fattened at 
Coochin used to frequently top the markets in Brisbane 
and Sydney. Regular drafts used to go to Sydney, 
trucking at Tenterfield, but, of course, there were no 
tick regulations then. The bullocks marketed were 
much heavier than required by present day demands, 
and round about 8001b. was the usual dressed weight. 
In 1875 my father was married, and my mother has 
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recorded the story of how she came to Camboon, travel-
ling by the four-in-hand from Dalby, the then terminus 
of the Western line. During the eight years they lived 
at Camboon only two trips were made away from the 
station, and on the third occasion Coochin was pur-
chased and thenceforth became their home. My two 
elder brothers Archie and Ernest were born during 
those years at Camboon. 
It was in 1882 that Bell and Hyde purchased 
"Coochin Coochin," a freehold property of 20,000 
acres. My mother tells how a drover passing Camboon 
was the first to tell my father of this wonderful fat-
tening property soon to be put up for auction in Syd-
ney ; how the family and belongings were packed in the 
four-in-hand drag and set off for Dalby. After reach-
ing Brisbane they went by boat to Sydney. To his great 
surprise my father found himself the purchaser of 
Coochin for 30/- an acre. 
My mother never forgot her first impression on 
arriving at the new home. After eight years in the 
bush, to arrive back to comparative civilisation and to 
come to a place like Coochin was indeed a contrast. 
Coochin, encompassed by the Liverpool and MacPher-
son Ranges in the distance with a line of smaller moun-
tains and foothills between, can compare with any 
famed beauty spot in the world. These mountains are 
never the same, their blueness varying from lightest 
blue to ultramarine. On occasional days their colour-
ing is so wonderful that even we who had been born in 
their shadows would pause in our work to gaze and 
drink in their beauty. The word "peaceful" best 
describes the atmosphere of Coochin and its surround-
ings. 
Our boyhood lives at Coochin were idyllic amidst 
beautiful surroundings with the. absorbing interest of 
mustering and drafting on Saturdays and holidays. Oc-
casional days of duck shooting, for ducks were plenti-
ful and waterholes only a few hundred yards apart 
along the creeks to near Boonah ten miles away. Moon-
ing possums at night—you know when the moon was 
about the full, how you got the gum tree between your-
self and the moon, walking backwards, forwards, and 
sideways, tripping over logs and barking skins until at 
last there was a small object silhouetted against the 
light, its contour like silver lit by the light of the moon. 
Probably you were not big enough to hold the old gun 
steady and you had to manoeuvre for a position where 
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you could get a rest against a tree trunk. If your shot 
was not a sure kill the possum lapped its tail around a 
branch and slumped dead in a minute or two, but the 
prehensile taU would hold the body suspended for 
hours. 
However, the most lasting of all my boyhood im-
pressions were the rides up the Coochin Flats in the 
late afternoon, the sun sinking behind Spicers' Peak, 
the mountains turning from blue to purple and white 
faced cattle grazing all the way. 
Most of our Australian bush is colourless and 
monotonous, lacking the vivid green of other lands, but 
there is a fascination which draws those who have lived 
even a few years in our country, ever back again. I 
think it is the spaciousness of our bush and the sun-
light which gets into their hearts that draws like a 
loadstone. 
Coochin was used as a fattening property for the 
stock bred at Camboon. The cattle were driven by road 
in mobs of about eight hundred. The station had its 
own droving plant, which was constantly on the road. 
Jack Johnson, and later James Ryan, were the head 
drovers and they were drovers, not drivers. The cattle 
were never yarded when on the road, but after going 
on to camp at night, watches were taken, two men at a 
time being on duty, and they rode around the camped 
cattle whistling or singing. Any sudden unfamiliar 
sound might cause a rush, and a rush of a mob of 800 
bullocks was no light matter. Within a split second 
the whole mob would be on its feet and gaUoping mad 
with fear. It was then man and horse would be tried 
as they raced, often in pitch darkness, to swing the lead 
back in a circle on to the tail and then keep the mob 
ringing until they steadied down. Picked and tried 
horses were kept for this night work. Some horses can 
see like a cat at night, others are quite useless. These 
trained horses knew their work even better than the 
"men, and they would galvanise into life if a small sec-
tion of the mob sprang to its feet and ran together, but 
if the mob rushed they would take the bit and race for 
the lead. 
Some cattle camps were notorious for rushes and 
drovers would give them a wide berth. Why, no one 
could tell; report said the spot was haunted. Cattle 
from some stations were far more prone to rush than 
others, but this could be accounted for by the way the 
stock has been handled. Every drover would do his 
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utmost to keep his mob steady during the first week, 
for once a mob rushed it was liable to do so every night 
for weeks. 
In the old days the drovers used to come by Dalby 
across the Darling Downs and over Cunningham's Gap, 
but when the closer settlement shut that route over the 
Downs into smaller lanes, they travelled by Gayndah, 
Barambah and down the Brisbane River. 
Prior to his death in 1902 my father had acquired 
all the Hyde's interests in the properties, and the pur-
chase was finalised in 1901. Bell and Hyde had 6,000 
sheep on Camboon during their first year of ownership. 
They were shorn at Isla, the Woolshed having been sold 
and puUed down in Allison's time. They were fattened 
and sold and that was the last of the sheep on Cam-
boon. After my father went to Coochin, William Price 
managed the property from 1882 to 1887. He was fol-
lowed by Fred Rowbotham who stayed for fifteen years. 
I took over the management from Rowbotham early in 
1904 and lived there until 1921. I was only a youngster 
of twenty at the time, and it was a drastic change to 
leave Coochin with its large family of brothers and 
sisters and go to live entirely by myself in the house at 
Camboon. After twelve months by myself my family 
insisted on my having a couple of jackaroos, so Murray 
Jardine and Walter Winthrop joined me. They both 
went overseas in 1914; they both were killed, and I lost 
two of my best friends. 
Camboon was never a lonely place. The first day 
I arrived I felt a friendly welcoming atmosphere. Every 
house, no matter how great or small, develops its own 
character and atmosphere. Some friendly, others 
neutral, and yet others quite unbearable to live in. It 
is not a matter of the amount of money lavished on a 
place, because a slab hut will give you welcome and a 
mansion leave you cold. Perhaps the spirit of those 
who built and made their homes in those places still 
lingers as something intangible and unaccountable. 
When I went to Camboon it was practically an un-
fenced run, only three horse paddocks and no wells or 
windmiUs. It was just after the disastrous 1902 
drought. That drought not only wiped out the stock 
on the Dawson, but even the timber died. I remember 
Rowbotham telling my father that if you searched the 
whole of Camboon you would not be able to get even a 
straw to clean your pipe. He said that one day he 
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counted seven hundred cattle bogged in the Washpool, 
and that it was useless to pull them out as it only made 
room for others. The Camboon herd of 20,000 was re-
duced to a few hundred which had been kept alive by 
felling and cutting bottle trees in the scrubs. Cracow 
adjoining, mustered 36, all that was left of 8,000. Isla 
and Waterton were denuded of stock and deserted. It 
was the same all through Central Queensland. We were 
offered Beaufort and Banchory for £1,000, but places 
were of no use as there were no stock to put on them. 
Just before his death my father purchased the 
whole of the Yarrow Creek herd near Glen Innes, 5,000 
head at £5 per head. That was my first big deal. As 
my father was ill and could not inspect, he sent me and 
I came home in much trepidation with the signed con-
tract. I was only nineteen at the time, but although the 
first, it was one of the best deals I ever made. A fresh 
start was made at Camboon with the addition of a few 
hundred breeders saved at Coochin, and within a few 
years the place was once more fully stocked. 
It is hard to realise now how bare the country was 
in those days. Kandoonan Mountain had only five 
green kurrajongs on it. Out on the Tanlies Ranges 
you could see the cattle miles away with never a green 
tree to block the view. You could look from the Tanlies 
Ranges down over the Shed and Isla country, ten to 
twenty miles away, and see the black soil downs cov-
ered with herbage a vivid green just like lucerne. I t 
was some years before these black soil strips were re-
grassed. With the 1902 drought aU surface water dis-
appeared and waterholes were fiUed with sand and silt. 
When the surface water disappeared and waterholes 
were filled with sand, wells were sunk and the water 
pumped with spear-pumps into hollow log troughs. In 
sinking one of these wells we came upon three layers of 
troughs, showing how in the course of a few years, the 
waterholes had been fiUed with mud. 
Sometimes if the water were only just below the 
surface, holes would be scooped in the sand and two 
logs kept two to three feet apart would be bedded down 
to the top of the water level and the intervening space 
kept clear for the water. Dog-legs would hold a rail 
over the centre of the water under which the stock 
would put their heads to drink. 
These "merry mickeys" as they were caUed, were 
not very satisfactory as they required constant atten-
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tion and the stock fouled the water. The sand wells and 
troughs provided a clear drink, and, as every stockman 
knows, good d e a n water is half the battle in keeping 
stock alive during a dry time. The sand weUs were 
made of slabs about nine feet long driven down perpen-
dicularly behind a frame on the surface and another at 
the bottom. The pump was made of four or five inch 
round galvanised iron with a home-made clack valve at 
the bottom and a light wooden spear to which was 
attached a leather conical-shaped bucket strapped on 
the four sides of the spear which worked in the middle 
of the pipe. A cross bar at the outlet provided the 
handles for the spear pump, and a seat was rigged on 
the end of the trough and worked with a rowing-like 
motion. 
One man could easily water 1,500 cattle at a sand 
well, and there were usually plenty of swagmen on the 
roads looking for a job; among them were some queer 
characters. I picked up one of these men and took him 
out to camp at a well, impressing upon him the main 
thing was to keep the troughs full always. A couple of 
days later I found him sitting at the trough With a 
large pile of stones which he was using to keep the 
cattle away from the trough. He explained that it was 
a disheartening job; I had told him to keep the troughs 
full and no sooner had he done so than the stock came 
and emptied them. Another old chap declared that he 
did not mind pumping for the cattle, but drew the line 
at pumping for the lions and tigers which he said came 
to drink at night. 
Bullocks and dry cows would walk miles back for 
feed and come in every second or third day for a drink, 
always at night. Brumbies (wild horses) used to dig 
for water themselves, scooping the sand back with 
their hooves and they would dig holes so deep that 
sometimes only the tops of their backs would be show-
ing. 
Then came the days when wells were sunk and the 
water lifted by horse whips. This method of lifting 
water has been practised for thousands of years in 
other lands. A very good supply of water was required 
to keep the whip working continuously. One day going 
to the 12-Mile, the old pumper Fred Moran informed 
me that a calf had fallen down the well which was fifty 
feet deep and had a drive of sixty feet at the bottom, 
so down I went standing on the bucket handle and 
found the calf with eyes as big as saucers at the end of 
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the drive. I scruffed and tied him up and sent him up 
in the bucket, but on coming up myself forgot to drain 
the bucket and my added weight frightened the horse 
which bolted around its circular walk. I hung on like 
a monkey whUst the bucket rocked and bumped from 
side to side, and as it reached the top dived off. No-
thing could persuade me to go down a weU in that way 
again. 
These whips or whims were supplanted later by 
engines, and now every well has a windmiU and 
auxiliary engine, and water troubles are a thing of the 
past. When the run was unfenced, a dry spell was a 
nightmare, and at one period we were lifting water for 
over 10,000 cattle. 
The bushfires in those years subsequent to the big 
drought were terrific. One came into Camboon from 
Cracow with a twenty-mile face. We tried to stop it on 
the creeks, and worked night and day for three weeks, 
but it swept right through, burning out all Cracow, 
Camboon and the greater part of Walloon, over 1,000 
square miles of country in one sweep. All the dead 
timber was alight, and at night the burned country was 
lit up like fairyland. A strong wind used to carry the 
fire in the daytime from tree to tree, and light the grass 
one to two hundred yards in front of the face of the 
fire. Bushfires usually come in the spring, following a 
good season. Frost dries the grass and the early hot 
days make it like tinder. Then dry storms arrive with 
much lightning, but no rain. The lightning ignites the 
grass or a dead tree and the fires start. 
In fighting such a fire it was futile to attempt to 
beat it out in the daytime. No matter how dry, a fire 
will die down and usually go out in the small hours of 
the morning. You try to run them into breaks such 
as a scrub or a sandy creek, sometimes going ahead of 
the fire and lighting the grass to be sure the break wiU 
be reached by nightfall. Snatch a few hours sleep until 
midnight, saddle up and away to the edge of the fire 
splitting into groups of two, each section having an axe 
and a waterbag, usuaUy carried around the horse's 
neck. Then you trail the edge of the fire, beating out 
the small strips still burning, throwing in the logs 
which are alight with ends protruding into the grass, 
fall trees which are alight at the butt and probably by 
daylight will be a roaring funnel with sparks shower-
ing for fifty yards. Sometimes it is quicker to burn a 
a trail around the log. The main object being to leave 
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nothing alight within yards of the edge. It is depress-
ing to trail the edge for a couple of hours and then dis-
cover you are back within a few hundred yards of 
where you started. Throughout the day you patrol the 
edge, often detailing one man to watch a burning tree 
which has been too difficult to fell. No matter how 
careful, it is heart-breaking the way these fires break 
out. Occasionally a whirlwind will set the grass going 
from a burning tree which is hundreds of yards inside 
the burn. Of course I am speaking of the timbered 
country on the big unfenced runs; methods are dif-
ferent in closely settled areas, and on the open downs 
country in the sheep areas. 
Our text-books say there are four seasons, but in 
the bush with the exception of an occasional good 
spring, we reduce them to three—summer. Winter and 
HELL. 
I was married in 1911, and during our stay at Cam-
boon, three of our children were born. During the first 
years of our married life, trips to town were made only 
once a year, as it meant a drive of 150 miles by buggy 
to the railway at Chinchilla. This took three days. 
Sometimes we would stay the night at Knockbreak, 
only twenty miles away where Granny Sinclair then 
nearly 100 years of age would always give us a good 
welcome. When she got to know you well she would 
bring out her old clay pipe, and sit yarning in front of 
the fire about Ireland and the early days at Knock-
break amidst the wild blacks. She was a dear old soul 
and loved by everyone. 
Redbank, forty miles away was a usual stopping 
place. It belonged to the Morts, and Clarke managed 
the place for many years. 
Hawkwood, seventy-five miles from Camboon was 
owned by De Burgh Persse. FitzJoyce, who later mar-
ried Eileen Persse, managed Hawkwood, and with him 
lived his brother, Fogarty. When Charlie Persse came 
there the Joyces bought and moved to Eidsvold Station. 
Hawkwood was a delightful spot. Like Camboon there 
was a telegraph station there, and the blacks' camp 
with dozens of natives and half-castes lent plenty of 
colour and movement to the station. Even when it was 
a bachelors' establishment there was always a true 
Irish welcome and Fogarty in himself was an institu-
tion. He was general factotum, and could turn his hand 
to housekeeping, cooking and brewing a home-made 
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beer which had a kick like a dead horse. Fogarty could 
turn out a five course dinner equal to any chef. Hawk-
wood was notorious for being one of the spots where 
the prickly pear was first cultivated. It spread all over 
the run ruining one of the best properties in the Bur-
nett until the miracle of Cacto Blastus Cactorum was 
discovered. 
Auburn had the same colourful atmosphere as 
Hawkwood, and a delightful homestead—the old fash-
ioned comfortable bush home built low to the ground. 
Ossy Quinn was manager when first I went through 
there. He was a big powerful chap and had the reputa-
tion of being able to toss a two-year-old bull by a twist 
of its horns, and of never having been put out of the 
yard by any beast. He was followed by Haigh Kirk and 
then Charlie Okeden. We had many happy nights at 
Hawkwood and Auburn. There was a small accom-
modation house at Ormonde, fifty miles from Chin-
chilla, and no habitation in that last fifty miles which 
meant many miles of plodding through sand and deso-
late country, and at the end of the day Chinchilla was 
a welcome sight. 
A buggy and a four-in-hand was the mode of 
travel, with a boy to drive the sparehorses, and changes 
were made about every twenty miles. A boy would 
leave with a dozen or sixteen horses, a day before we 
left. He would drop teams at the first two stages which 
would be waiting for us next day, and we would thus 
have fresh horses for the first forty or fifty miles of 
the trip. The boy and fresh horses would be overtaken 
the first night and during the rest of the journey the 
spare horses would trot along ahead of the buggy. Ossy 
Quinn of the Auburn once supplied the teams from 
there to Chinchilla, and the one hundred and fifty-five 
miles trip was made in two days. 
Later the railway was extended to Gayndah, which 
cut the distance to one hundred and twenty miles and 
a better road, so the trip took only two days. Eidsvold 
was a small township, but there was no Mundubbera or 
any other settlement beyond Gayndah, only stations all 
the way. We used to stop with the Jones' at Euroka, 
Joyces' at Eidsvold, and the McCords' at Coonambula. 
In those buggy trips a daylight start was essential, and 
we used often to be many miles on our way before sun-
rise. In 1914 a motor car supplanted the four-in-hand, 
but the trips in the car were hectic, as motors were not 
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reliable, the roads were bush tracks, and the sandy 
creek crossings a nightmare. 
AU the stores were brought by horse team from 
Westwood. Thompson Bros, were our carriers, and the 
arrival of the teams was a great event. It took weeks 
or months, according to the state of the roads, to make 
the trip back and forward. There were generally three 
teams with twenty horses in each, and the clang of the 
horse bells could be heard all through the night. To a 
bushman there is no sweeter lullaby than the distant 
clomp clomp of the horse beUs, or the melodious sound 
made by the lowing of cattle in the distant stockyards. 
It is hard to describe the sound made by a large 
mob of cows and calves coming to the station yards late 
in the evening. Away in the distance it comes as an 
in-ermittent sound like waves breaking on a far off 
shore, then gradually louder, a wailing moan, until at 
last as the cattle come nearer the individual bellows 
can be distinguished. 
In the days with open unfenced runs it took weeks 
or months to do a round of mustering. Cattle used to 
graze on their own portion of country, and did not rove 
much except at sandfiy time. There would usually be 
eight musterers with probably another two away 
attending the muster on a neighbouring station, to pick 
up and bring back those cattle which had strayed over 
the boundary. 
The stockmen dressed in flannel shirts and white 
moleskin trousers, always with concertina leggings, 
looked smart and workmanlike. A quart pot and saddle 
pouch were strapped to the saddle dees on either side, 
and every man had a stockwhip. Mustering time meant 
a daylight start in the stockyards to draft and brand 
the calves, then breakfast, and afterwards steady the 
mob out, and hold them until the calves were mothered. 
Then away to muster another portion of the run, fre-
quently not getting back until nine o'clock at night. 
Sometimes when big mobs were brought in, it meant 
one day mustering and the next in the yards. 
The womenfolk used always watch the after 
breakfast departure as someone usually had a fresh or 
young horse, and nothing delights the bushfolk more 
than a good exhibition of buck jumping. "Johnny is 
riding Combo this morning; he has been out speUing 
for six months and has come in sleek and fat; so we 
will go down to the yards and watch the fun." The 
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boys are sitting on the top rail of the yard like crows, 
giving advice. Johnny has just bridled Combo. He 
was hard to catch and the old breaking-in mare, "Star-
light," had to be brought into the round catching yard 
before anyone could get near him. As the saddle is 
slipped quietly on his back he gives a vicious kick, and 
a flying buck and lands it in the middle of the yard. 
Ranji goes in with an old saddle cloth and helps Johnny 
hold the horse whilst they fix the cloth under the cheek 
straps and over Combo's eyes so that he is blindfolded. 
Johnnv again puts on the saddle whilst Combo stands 
trembling. Ranji has a good short hold of the bridle 
and the horse's near ear. A piece of wire hooked at one 
end brings the girth from under the belly, surcingle 
and girth are tightened and the crupper put on. Johnny 
stands back, looks around and offers the ride to Banjo' 
who declines. "No, thank you, Johnny, that fellow 
pretty tight this morning, you better than me." 
So Johnny hitches up his trousers, put his foot in 
the stirrup and with one quick sliding motion is in the 
saddle. 
"Let him go, Ranji." Ranji puUs off the cloth and 
slips out of the yard. 
Combo stands trembling for a few seconds then 
leaves the ground in a bound and commences to buck. 
"Stick to him, Johnny, you've got him." "Look 
out, sit tight." "Nothing but starvation wiU shift that 
boy. Oh, his head is nodding, he's gone," and as Johnny 
picks himself up out of the dust, "Never mind, Johnny, 
the buck is all out of him now, hop on again." 
Next time Combo only gives a few roots. Johnny 
rides him out into the big yard, belts him around a few 
times with his old felt hat and we are all ready to go. 
Each mustering camp was named and usually 
defined by a creek which was always mustered down. 
The stockmen worked in pairs, rounding up and bring-
ing their cattle to meet the main mob at the standing 
camps. A couple of camp horses which did nothing but 
drafting were led out and left at the drafting camp 
until the mob arrived. A good fresh camp horse is a 
delight to ride, you cannot sit sideways on a horse that 
knows his work. Actually drafting on the cattle camp 
is not like what is seen at the popular camp drafts or 
rodeos. No good stockman would countenance seeing 
cattle knocked about by such flash work. 
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In practice the beast to be cut out is worked 
quietly to the edge of the camp, and one or two sharp 
turns will usually send him trotting back to join those 
already selected and held a hundred yards or so from 
the main mob. It is in making these couple of quick 
turns that the good horse plays his part. He will antici-
pate every move and quick as lightning be ready to 
block the beast's effort to regain the mob. 
On an exceptionally good camp horse you can drop 
your reins once your horse knows the beast selected, 
and he will do the work himself. After drafting, the 
cows and calves were brought to the yards, not by rac-
ing and cracking of whips, but slowly and quietly with 
frequent stops in order to keep the calves with their 
mothers. 
' Calves were thrown for branding by "scruffing." 
One man on the head, another on the tail, would bring 
the calf to the required spot and throw it. Some 
strength was required, but it was more knack and prac-
tice. A good set of scruffers would throw in exactly 
the same spot, and two sets scruffing would keep two 
men full out with the brands, and another with the 
knife. The sets would change frequently, and a re-
markable number could be branded in a short time. We 
did one hundred and twenty-five in thirty-five minutes 
once, but everything was in our favour, a cool day, 
plenty of men and no big calves. Occasionally in a dry 
time, it was not possible to muster, and the calves 
would get too big for scruffing. Then it was a matter 
of using leg ropes, or with a head rope passing through 
a hole in the fence and a horse to drag the calf up to 
the fence, two men would slip on the leg ropes as the 
calf was dragged up. This was slow work as often a 
big mickey would get nasty and charge everyone, and 
everything, and have to be let out of the yard before 
work could proceed. Which reminds me of the time 
when we were busy branding at the shed, and two im-
migrant Germans turned up most interested in all the 
strange work going on. One, a big yob about 6ft. 4in. 
in height and built in proportion, hopped into the yard 
and inquired in broken English if the calves were quiet 
—"Oh, yes," he was told, "quite harmless." 
A big mickey just branded, was pawing up the dirt 
in the yard. The visitor squatted on his haunches and 
said, "Coom, Coom" with outstretched arms, and the 
mickey "coomed," knocked him over, rolled him in the 
dust, trod on him, covered him with blood all over his 
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white shirt from the freshly earmarked ear. The man 
cleared about four fences before he pulled up, looking 
the colour of a duck egg whilst the black boys were 
rolling on the ground in uncontrolled laughter. 
Someone suggested to me recently that a book 
should be written laying down the essentials of cattle 
management, or how to work stock and run a station. 
It would be much the same to ask a skipper to write a 
treatise on how to sail a ship. Nothing but years of 
practical experience will bring the knowledge required, 
but one thing in working stock is absolutely essential 
—infinite patience. 
You cannot explain how it is that when you are in 
the yard drafting on foot you instinctively know that 
a beast is going to charge. No novice can work the wing 
of a mob of a thousand head of cattle up to and through 
a gate; sometimes if the cattle are tired and touchy i t 
means a ringing mob and perhaps hours wasted before 
they go through if things go wrong at the first at-
tempt. 
You can tell a man that when driving cows and 
calves not to worry as long as their heads are facing the 
right direction, but only experience will teach him that 
a few minutes bustling may mean an hour's halt to 
allow the calves to mother, and even then you will be 
chasing motherless calves breaking from the mob. 
The Australian bushman is probably the most ver-
satile person in the world. He has to acquire a smat-
tering of carpentry, blacksmithing, saddling, well sink-
ing, dam making, surveying, plumbing and a thousand 
and one jobs, and the nature of his calling makes him 
self-reliant. 
So much of what I am writing bears the impress of 
WiUie, and even now before these memoirs are com-
pleted he has gone beyond the boundary and wiU not 
ride back again. 
As long as Camboon remains a name place Willie 
Walsh will not be forgotten. WiUie was a child of 
nature—he never grew up. His whole life was complete 
within the Camboon boundary. Although he felt the 
repercussions of the outside world, as when his boys 
went overseas in 1914, yet they affected his life no 
more than the ripple made by a stone when thrown in 
the billabong. Even though the boys were fighting men 
they were stiU to WiUie only the "nippers." He was a 
bom optimist, no matter how dry, "it was always going 
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to rain next week." I remember once in exasperation 
saying "well if it does rain four inches this time I'll 
shout you a bottle of rum." Willie used to delight in 
teUing how he won the bet, and how the Boss walked 
down one Sunday morning through the running gully in 
his old saboes carrying under his arm a bottle of 
"gung." AU his life he prospected for gold, and his old 
workshop was a conglomeration of saddlery and 
samples of stone. Just before he died he was sure he 
had found "the real Mackay," "right under our noses. 
Boss, in the creek near the Post Office—fancy me not 
dropping to its being there." "When the war is over 
we wiU open it up." 
He gave me a sample and I had not the heart to 
teU him the assay showed only mundick. He had no 
lazy bone in his body. His Sundays were spent doing 
odd jobs of saddlery. He was not a big man, but quick 
and alert with eyes like a blackboy that missed nothing. 
A little black beard when I knew him first and a face 
that had never felt a razor, a figure straight as a ram-
rod to his last day. He always wore peg top leggings 
and white moleskin trousers, sat erect in the saddle, 
never smoked, and had the quaintest sayings. Any 
tight place was "A soap mine" or "Like fighting a 
goanna in a matchbox." Anything slow "Marry come 
up—like driving a snail to America." 
He was always neat and natty, a first-class saddler, 
blacksmith and carpenter. He had an old saddle pouch 
which he bought the first day he came to work at Cam-
boon. No other was ever slung to his saddle dees. It 
should have been buried with him. Wet days were 
spent on the store verandah, Willie counterling saddles, 
the rest of us teasing hair for him or winding the long 
hair puUed from horse tails into thin ropes twisting and 
twisting until it kinked into an ungaily lump. It was 
then boiled, thrown on the store roof to dry, providing 
the curly hair which was teased for the padding which 
went into our saddles. 
When I went to Camboon I was appalled to find he 
had only once been away from the station, so arranged 
that he should take a mob of bullocks to Coochin, ar-
riving there just before a Brisbane Show. I remember 
staying at the Hotel Cecil, and one morning Willie and 
his cobbers arrived at 6 a.m. to find the haU porter jus t 
opening up. On being told I was not up he said, 
"What's wrong with him, not like the Boss to be in bed 
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at this time of the day." He and Jack O'Neill walked 
around in their old cabbage tree hats to the delight of 
admiring boys who had never seen the like before. 
Later years he seldom left the station, and even if 
he did go off for a fortnight's holiday he would be back 
within a week—reckoned they would have to kill on 
Saturday and he ought to be back. 
He knew every ridge and gully on Camboon. Often 
after fighting bushfires we would be lost, but we would 
follow Willie and he would lead us straight home on the 
darkest night. I must acknowledge that much of the 
bush lore I acquired was taught to me by Willie—mak-
ing wax ends whilst he showed me how to counterline 
a saddle, wielding the sledge hammer in the forge 
whilst he taught me how to weld, and a thousand and 
one things that every bushman must learn, and most 
of which knowledge comes from esoteric teaching. 
Some of you who read these notes will have met 
such another character as WiUie, but the days of the 
big runs are fast disappearing and with them the char-
acters whose lives were moulded and took shape from 
their environment. To have worked for sixty-four 
years on the same station, and with the same family, 
must be a record. Camboon is not the same now he has 
gone. 
Every station with its store, blacksmith's shop, 
garden and other facilities, was a little community and 
lived very much to itself, but they were happy care-
free days. However, I must take you back to WUlie's 
tales of Camboon, as he knew it when a boy and grew 
up amongst the blacks. 
The blacks caUed WiUie "Oom-boin," a term of 
affection, meaning "old man." He could speak their 
language fluently, having picked it up as a youngster 
when he used to frequent the blacks' camp and go hunt-
ing with the boys. His talk was interspersed with their 
words. A woman was always "a mookeen" and a baby 
"a ballbarm." It was always "muchaal muchaal" if 
you dawdled, and a nip was never a drink but "gung." 
There was nothing of the combo about him; though he 
had the boys' affection he had their respect and kept 
them in their place. 
Among the blacks some tribes were much fiercer 
and more warlike than others. The Dawson blacks were 
notoriously savage, and there were many clashes 
between them and the whites. In the early days at 
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Camboon one man was usually left at the homestead, 
but if they all had to go out on the run, the womenfolk 
were left locked up with guns and ammunition. The 
Dawson blacks were the Goorang Goorang or Koorang 
Koorang (No! No!) tribe, those a few miles over the 
Range on the Burnett the Wacca Wacca. 
Camboon was a great meeting ground of the 
blacks, and it was here they carried out their initiation 
ceremonies. There is an old bora hole about a mile 
down the creek from the station on top of a small knoll. 
It is a circular hole about 12ft. in diameter and 18in. in 
depth, and still plainly defined although it must be more 
than sixty years since last used. Here the young bucks 
were initiated. Invitations were sent to those both near 
and far, and frequently five or six hundred natives 
would congregate for the ceremony. Woe betide any 
gin who dared go near. It was certain death if she so 
much as glimpsed a peep into their rites. Daisy Bates 
in her book "The Passing of the Aborigines" teUs of 
these initiations. If you want to learn about the blacks, 
read her book; she devoted her whole life to the study 
of them. At certain periods of the year the Wacca 
Wacca would visit Camboon and fraternise with the 
Koorang Koorang, and bring along their latest cor-
roborees. The last of such meetings was in 1882 when 
the Burnett blacks played a corroboree they called the 
K-tchu-day. Willie could not translate this, but said 
it had something to do with the abduction of a young 
gin. 
One can picture that corroboree, the gins seated in 
a circle beating the drums or shields called "eelarnans," 
to the rythmical chant of K-tchu-day, K-tchu-day, the 
light of the fires glistening on their black bodies, whilst 
the bucks their bodies painted with daubs and streaks 
of red and white ochre, and gaily coloured feathers 
stuck in their heads danced in the circle brandishing 
spears and woomeras. Sometimes a young buck would 
stand legs apart and ripple his leg and abdominal 
muscles. They used to rehearse their corroborees, 
which meant as much or more to them as do ballets to-
cultured music lovers. There was little music in the 
measured chant, but some theme or motif was the basis 
of the corroboree. A good corroboree would be passed 
from tribe to tribe and travel far and wide. Even in 
my mother's time hundreds of blacks would congregate 
on the creek below the station, and terrify her with 
their noisy fights and corroborees. 
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In the bunya season the Dawson blacks trekked to 
the Bunya Mountain and feasted on the nuts, coming 
back sleek and fat at the end of the season. There must 
have been some tribal truce at such times, for it was 
forbidden for one tribe to trespass on another's 
country. 
It must be remembered that the blacks' dialects 
were many and varied. Each tribe had a different lingo. 
They had a name for every gully and every ridge in 
their own territory, and each name had some sig-
nificance. Perhaps the shape of the mountain sug-
gested some animal, or it may have been where red pipe 
clay could be found, or scrub turkeys, or some animals 
in plenty. 
Willie and his brothers used to frequent the blacks' 
camps and go hunting with the boys, chopping the Cup-
pai and Coocher (native wild bee) nests from the trees. 
These native bees are indigenous to Australia. They 
have no sting and build their comb in a hollow tree. 
This is a long piece of comb about the thickness of a 
man's wrist. Both the wax and the honey are dark and 
the latter has rather an acrid taste. The blacks are 
very fond of this, and used to eat not only the honey, 
but also the brood, I do not know how many species 
there are of these native bees. Of the two at Camboon, 
one was dark brown to black, the other a little smaller 
with whitish wings. The English bee is now found 
everywhere, but that was not native to the country. 
The Walsh boys saw the corroborees, but no white 
person was allowed to see or get any information about 
the initiation rites. Sometimes a fight would occur, 
and the young Walshs had to take cover to evade the 
flying spears and boomerangs. 
The trouble between the first whites and the blacks 
arose because the white men expected the blacks to 
conform to their laws, never worrying about the laws 
of the blacks which they transgressed, and for which 
according to tribal custom the penalty was death. They 
did not consider they were trespassers in the black-
fellows' country. No white man at night camped near 
his fire. A meal was cooked, the biUy boiled, and he re-
tired to sleep well away from the campfire. If the 
blacks were very bad he would go on a mile or two after 
supper before camping for the night. He had been 
taught if a sound were heard at night, to roll over and 
over and grab his gun—always at his side—before 
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looking up. The wild blacks would crawl up and throw 
a pebble on the opposite side of the sleeper. Raising 
his head to listen he naturally would look in the direc-
tion of the sound, and be promptly knocked on the head 
with a nullah nullah. There were many whites mur-
dered by blacks on the Dawson, the best known of these 
tragedies is referred to as "The Fraser Murder." 
Camboon was not without its share of these mur-
ders. One man was killed on the road to Walloon, 
knocked on the head by a nullah nullah. His body was 
found cunningly propped against a tree with his gun 
placed in such a position as to make it appear he had 
shot himself. At Camboon 9-Mile, four white men 
were killed, two shepherds and two hurdle makers. 
That was in Jimmy Reid's time. He and his daughter, 
Anna, riding to the camp found the ground all round 
torn up as if by a mob of cattle. The bodies were found 
scattered about, one half way up the cliff over the 
creek. Their rifles were underneath the bunks in the 
hut, so they had evidently been caught unawares, and 
had not carried out their instructions never to leave 
camp without them. The blacks, expecting vengeance, 
fled in a mob leaving a plain trail as if a mob of cattle 
had been driven. The Police and Reid followed the trail, 
caught them up at the Mackenzie Range over the Daw-
son, and rounded up and shot about forty. There is no 
trace of these white men's graves at the 9-Mile, Jimmy 
Reid feared if they were made conspicuous the place 
would soon get the reputation of being haunted, and 
no one would camp there. 
A man called Ross was killed on Boam Creek. A 
grave with iron railing and headstone marks the spot. 
It was away in the bush miles from any homestead. 
Ross was camped with his bullock team and an offsider 
at Diamond Hut. He rode up to the camp just as the 
blacks attacked, jumped off his horse to get his gun 
which was on the waggon, but the blacks were too 
quick and speared him. Meantime the offsider grabbed 
the horse and galloped away. The blacks called the 
spot Bolgy-Goorang (No Fat) because the working bul-
locks which they speared were poor, and fat was a 
great delicacy to the blackfellow. 
The Walsh family were nearly exterminated at Mt. 
Playfair and were saved by an old gin, who, unable to 
speak English, managed to explain that an attack by 
wild blacks was planned, and that everyone would be 
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knocked on the head by nullahs nuUahs. This she iUus-
trated by banging her head with a stick and falling 
from side to side. Peter Walsh, the only white man at 
home, locked the women and children in the house and 
mounted guard. The blacks arrived, but were fright-
ened to attack when they saw precautions had been 
taken. The other men returned, and WiUie says that 
as a child he was haunted by the memory of a rifle shot 
and a black body falling out of a tree. He overheard 
the remark that "the nipper saw too much," but was 
told that only a crow had been shot. 
The blacks used to raid the huts in search of food, 
especially flour and sugar. One of the methods used 
to stop their thieving was to put strychnine in the 
flour. Later, a strychnine bottle half filled with Epsom 
salts placed on top of the flour bag was sufficient warn-
ing to make them keep their hands off the tucker. They 
were cunning and knew that the white man's gun was 
capable of firing only one shot at a time. After the 
shot they would make a rush before the old muzzle 
loader could be recharged. "No can make him," they 
would cry. 
The police used black trackers, and these trackers 
took a delight in shooting their own kin. They were 
warned they must always cry "Stand in the Queen's 
name" three times before shooting. This formality 
was easily overcome by crying "Stand in the Queen's 
name, one, two, three"—Bang. There were hundreds 
of these blacks shot and left to rot like cattle where 
they fell, or snigged away with a horse if too close to 
the camp. Willie often found and picked up skulls and 
placed them at night on stumps around the camp. One 
old nigger told WiUie that the first white man they saw 
was riding, and they thought man and horse were one 
animal. 'That night they crept up to the camp, and to 
their astonishment found the horse hobbled. One just 
about to throw his spear was restrained by his mate. 
"Goorang Goorang (No! No!). That feUer quiet one, he 
been eat him grass like kangaroo." At that moment 
the horse sneezed—"Whrr—^My word that been 
frighten him, plurry near spear him that time." 
The Chinese shepherds were supplied with opium, 
and the blacks readily took to the drug. They used to 
smoke through a reed they got in the scrubs, the pipe 
an old ink bottle—the old Stephens blue black earthern-
ware kind, with a hole dibbled near the bootom, with 
the point of a file, to make it draw. 
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The blacks and their half-caste offspring are the 
best of stockmen, but soon tire if set to hard work. 
They are light-hearted and love a practical joke. Every 
now and again they must go for a walkabout, the hid-
den urge of their ancestors. They are true communists, 
sharing their food and even goods and chattels. Any-
one who understands them can get them to work well, 
but a dour person with no sense of humour, and who 
cannot crack a joke gets poor results. They are deeply 
superstitious and have many strange beliefs. Willie 
was told of a big reef of gold hidden in a scrub at 
Hawkwood. He persuaded a couple of the boys to take 
him to it. It was a big scrub, and after they had pene-
trated a couple of miles the boys became restive, told 
him there was a big goanna which guarded the reef, 
big as a crocodile, very savage, if you got to the reef it 
would stir up a big whirlwind to envelop and rip you to 
pieces. Gradually, as they approached, the boys lost 
all sense of direction—almost unbelievable in a black-
boy—and were so terror stricken that Willie had to 
return. 
From our point of view they are quite immoral, 
yet according to their own laws certain transgressions 
were punishable by death. Strange people, their in-
most thoughts and beliefs were a closed book to the 
whites. They readily absorbed all the vices and few 
of the virtues of the white man, and the penalty of 
nature's inexorable law has been their rapid extinction. 
We cannot pride ourselves upon the manner in which 
we have dealt with them. 
When I went to Camboon in 1902 no blacks were 
employed, and the nearest camp was at Hawkwood. 
Subsequently, as good white stockmen became scarce 
we employed some of these boys, and found their 
natural aptitude for stock work so useful that for 
many years there has been a small community at Cam-
boon. 
Jackanapes and his wife Polly—both as black as 
the ace of spades were foUowers of Mr. Palmes living 
at Cracow, and followed the family when they moved 
to Hainault. Mr. Nipps, as he called himself, had been 
a black tracker and his manners were meticulous. It 
was a delight to hear his "Good morning. Sir," accom-
panied by a sweeping flourish of his hat, whilst he 
stood to rigid attention. Banjo Bond and Ranji Logan 
were the first half-caste boys I employed, and black or 
white, Banjo was one of the most reliable men to work 
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for me. His wife, Lizzie, was a great gambler. One 
year they aU went to Hawkwood for Christmas. Going 
out to the saddle stand one morning I found them aU 
back, full of smiles with the exception of Banjo, who 
looked like a funeral. To my enquiry, "What the mat-
ter. Banjo?" He said, "Terrible row. Boss, Missus 
gamble everything at Hawkwood, lose all our money, 
buggy, horses and everything. I try to stop her. Boss, 
no good, we have big row. I hit her just a little tap. 
Boss, now she won't come back." I said, "That no good 
Banjo. No good giving a woman a little tap. You want 
to give her a good hiding or leave her alone." "You 
think so. Boss," he said and nothing more. Next morn-
ing he was missing. About a week later he turned up 
one morning at the saddle stand wreathed in smiles. 
"Hullo, Banjo, Missus back, eh?" "Yes, Boss, I give 
her plurry good hiding. I make her love me, everything 
all right now." 
Ranji was a wonderful athlete. He would jump 
six feet over a cross cut saw, points up, for a pot of 
beer, and could run like a hare. 
The black boys were given their meals on the back 
kitchen verandah. The youngest, Arthur, usually called 
Harthur, was a slow eater, and by the time his meat 
course was finished he would find Banjo and Ranji had 
eaten his pudding. He overcame this by mixing the lot 
on the one plate. One morning riding off to muster just 
after breakfast Harthur spied Banjo's lunch fall out 
of his saddle pouch; he quietly picked it up, sat down 
behind a tree and ate the cake. Catching up ten 
minutes later he handed Banjo the packet saying, 
"Here your lunch. Banjo, you been lose him." Banjo 
suspiciously opened it and fixing Harthur with accusing 
eyes asked, "Where the cake?" "Oh, cake all broke 
up," replied Harthur without the flick of an eyelid. 
A small boy, Victor, was my gate opener; he was 
only nine or ten years old. As soon as he heard the car 
start he would come racing along, hop into the back 
seat, and sit there never speaking a word. One morn-
ing Victor was in the kitchen when he heard the car 
started, and dived, but was blocked by the cook, Lizzie. 
"You are too dirty to go with the Boss like that, Vic-
tor ; clean yourself up a bit." Victor plunged his head 
into the fowls' water tin, looked wildly around and saw 
the Boss' trousers on the line, gave himself a surrepti-
tious wipe and raced for the garage. Only once did he 
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speak to me in the car. I wanted to see how he would 
react to speed, and stepped the car up over fifty on a 
good road. Presently a small black head peared over 
my shoulder—"Send her. Boss, send her." 
Camboon is in a belt of auriferous country which 
runs through to Mt. Morgan; it has always been my 
opinion that some day a rich gold mine will be found 
there. Cracow has sprung into existence in recent 
years, and that is only just a few miles over the old 
Camboon boundary. 
Lassiter's is not only the only lost El Dorado. 
Mclver's lost reef is just as well known in the Dawson 
and Burnett, and for over fifty years it has been 
searched for in vain. Sometime in the 80's Mclver, 
whilst shepherding sheep on Old Rawbelle, picked up a 
stone in a gully to throw at a kangaroo which had been 
bailed up by his dogs. Finding it heavy he examined it, 
and found it richly studded with gold. He returned to 
camp for his miner's pick, and dug up some samples, 
putting them in a sugar bag, and at the first oppor-
tunity took them to Chinchilla. The find created a 
sensation, and he was asked to get some more samples 
on which a syndicate would be formed. Returning 
home he was followed by some men who hoped to get in 
early on the new field. They followed a day behind 
him, intending to track his horse from Camboon to the 
spot, but as at that time RawbeUe was over-run with 
brumbies the tracks were obliterated. Incidentally, the 
brumbies were in such numbers that they had to be 
shot; seven thousand were destroyed in two years on 
Rawbelle. Mclver returned with more specimens, and 
said he had no difficulty in locating the spot, as the pick 
stiU lay there. Returning to ChinchiUa he was plied 
with drink in an endeavour to extract the location of 
the find, but the drink was overdone and it kiUed him. 
Hindmarsh of Rawbelle and Rowbotham at Cam-
hoon both told me they saw the specimens, which they 
described as being like a jeweUer's shop. Hindmarsh 
told how he went to a clairvoyant who going into a 
trance told him of the lost reef and where it was 
located. She drew a map indicating a creek easily 
recognisable to Hindmarsh as Montour Gully, and 
sketched a tree which she said had recently fallen, its 
branches stuck up in a peculiar way. At the foot of the 
tree would be found the reef. On returning home Hind-
marsh went at once to the place, and found the tree 
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and everything as described, but on digging there was 
no reef. Some day some lucky person will find an old 
miner's pick in a gully, and with it the reef which has 
remained hidden for so many years. 
Between the two mile and four mile on Camboon 
there is a ridge where colours of gold can be found in 
all its gullies. This gold is of a peculiar formation, 
quite heavy large pellets with a tail on one end rather 
like a small shell. One Sunday Sid Co wen and I went 
prospecting, and came back home with a lot of samples 
which we dollied (that is crushing the stone fine with a 
pestle and mortar) but got no prospect. Later Cowen 
handed me an assay. He had sent some of the stone to 
be tested. The assayer said the stone assayed over 
thirty-five ounces, but as the gold was so coarse it prob-
ably was much richer. Cowen had retained a small 
piece of the stone, but v/e could see no trace of gold in 
it, even with a magnifying glass. We took it to the 
blacksmith shop, heated it in the forge and then dollied 
it. Our hair nearly rose on end when we washed the 
sample; it was fabulously rich, and every pellet of gold 
had the same peculiar formation as the four mile 
colours. The sad ending to this story is that we did not 
know where we had picked up the sample. There is 
also a lot of copper through this country, but no big 
outcrops. However, there is not the same lure in 
searching for copper as there is for gold. Everyone a t 
some stage in life gets struck with gold fever. Reef 
mining is not a proposition for a prospector, and can 
only be worked by big companies with plenty of capital, 
and nowadays they are only interested in big outcrops, 
which show a profit even if the stone is low grade ore. 
Cattle thieving or "cattle duffing" as the bushmen 
term it, was prevalent in the cattle country on the 
Dawson and Burnett. There are many varieties of 
cattle duffing—stealing baby calves and carrying them 
off in a bag—shooting cattle for beef—stealing big 
weanable calves, or driving off mobs of grown cattle, 
sometimes altering and defacing the brands and ear-
marks. Even if caught red handed, it was most diffi-
cult to get a conviction. 
One of the best stories was of the men caught skin-
ning a beast, and the police took the hide as evidence. 
When the men came before the Court and the hide was 
produced, it was found to bear the brand of one of the 
accused. How it was substituted remained a mystery. 
The station owner who allows his calves to grow 
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into big clean skins is much to blame; it is like leaving 
lollies in front of a child, not expecting them to be 
touched. It is hard to catch the thieves because they 
have all their time to spare, whereas the station owner 
has many other things to do. Usually, the trouble is 
that there is an accomplice about the station. Another 
disadvantage is that with big herds it is almost im-
possible to tell what cattle are missing, and the Boss 
frequently gets a haunting dread that someone has 
heen taking some of his stock. 
Slaughtering neighbour's cattle for the beef cask 
was most common, and I've heard it said by the old 
hands that it was not the correct thing to go to your 
neighbour's stockyard if it were killing night. 
The bushman relies more on tracks than anything 
else, and it is quite remarkable how adept most bush-
men become in picking up and following the trails. Of 
course, he is not in the same class as a blackfellow 
whose eyes are constantly on the move, and who misses 
nothing in heaven above or the earth below. 
When first I went to Camboon, Cracow, Isla and 
Waterton adjoining were unfenced and unstocked, and 
every few weeks I us'ed to ride out beyond where the 
Camboon cattle grazed, looking for trails. I always took 
a stockman with me, and we used to do some long days 
in the saddle. One night on the way back from one of 
these rides just at sundown, we saw a tent pitched on 
the other side of the Dawson River, and a man riding 
down to his camp. We crossed the river and on top of 
the bank found a freshly dead weaner. Thinking 
blackleg might be the trouble, I took my pocket knife, 
and made a cut and was surprised to see blood come 
freely. Then we found a .22 rifle bullet hole in the 
beast's head. We cut out the brand, and took the head 
home and sent for the police. When they arrived the 
man had fled, and as the police considered the case poor 
we did nothing further; that man must have had a 
fright, for he cleared off straight through to New South 
Wales and never returned. 
Another time we cut the trail of a small mob of 
driven cattle away at the back of Isla—followed them 
for some miles, and then went back to the shed, picked 
up the packhorses, etc., and foUowed the trail for about 
thirty miles up the river to country where an old fellow 
Tommy Thomas, had a camp. He was an old gaolbird, 
and declared he had (;aten yards of hominy. 
We mustered all the country he used, and found a 
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few cattle which looked like Camboon, but could not 
claim them. However, there were some Walloons with 
big weaners which I took and drove past Tommy's 
camp, and after getting them home advised Barton to 
come and get his cattle. Tommy subsequently sent 
Barton a bill for service fee of his bull. 
Up the Dawson River there are ideal spots for 
cattle duffers, big valleys with precipitous cliffs on 
either side, and a few panels of fence makes a secure 
paddock. 
During the 1914-1918 war when cattle were very 
valuable, wholesale stealing was rife. We had a thou-
sand speyed cows fattening in a paddock at the Wool-
shed, and amongst them was a black cow, a milker's 
calf, which had been sent down from the station. She 
used always to hang about the gate, and could be seen 
every time we went to the Shed. One day she was miss-
ing, and I told the overseer to look for her, but she 
could not be found. A few weeks later we were com-
pletely mystified to find her back in her old haunt. It 
was not long before she disappeared again, and I at 
once realised that something was wrong, and guessed 
that being quiet, she had been used as a coacher whilst 
taking stock away at night. Later on I found out that 
at least two lots of fat cows had been stolen, and taken 
to the rail head, trucked away and sold. Although I 
discovered who the gang of cattle duffers were, it was 
impossible to do anything. The only satisfaction was 
that the thieves had an accomplice at the rail head who 
trucked the cattle away, sold them and retained all the 
proceeds himself. 
In the wet seasons when the Dawson River floods, 
it breaks its banks and covers miles of country. Cattle 
are trapped between the anabranches on islands which 
become inundated as the river rises. These stock have 
to be swum back on to the high country. We only have 
one bad piece of flooded country on Camboon, but lower 
down the river at Moura and Harcourt in a big flood 
hundreds of cattle have been drowned. I have seen the 
water over the country where Theodore now stands. 
Willie told me that in the wet years of the nineties 
the Dawson would be a swim for months, not dirty 
flood water but quite clear, fed by the numerous run-
ning springs and creeks. After a flood in the Dawson, 
the sandflies emerge from the mud in miUions and drive 
the horses and cattle frantic. No need to muster the 
horses at daybreak, they come galloping to the smoke 
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fires which are lit for them. It takes very little smoke 
to keep the sandfly away. Before there were fences, 
the cattle on Camboon used to make due east—away 
from the river—and congregate in the daytime in 
huge mobs. Rowbotham told me he estimated seeing 
ten thousand in one mob; the most I ever saw together 
was three thousand. I think the reason was that the 
flies attacked those on the outer ring, those in the cen-
tre were unmolested. Brumbies would always make 
for the centre as would the kangaroos. Strange to say 
as soon as you crossed the Burnett Divide, the sand-
flies were left behind. Sandfly times were useful 
because everything on four legs would be driven into 
those huge mobs, and many old bullocks and clean skins 
living in the scrubs would be picked up. 
The annual meeting of the Dawson Amateur 
Pioneer Race Club was the chief social and sporting 
event of the year. Interest never waned from one 
meeting to the next. The foals when branded were ap-
proved as to their likelihood of making a "good pic-
nicker," and again when broken in, their merits and 
pedigrees discussed, but it would mean.a year or so of 
stock work before the youngster would be big and 
strong enough to carry the welterweight imposed by 
the Picnic Race Club. 
Our race meetings were typically amateur, only-
members of the club or kindred clubs were allowed to-
ride, and no bookmakers permitted and the prizes all 
trophies. Horses were paddocked for a month or six 
weeks before the races, and came out ten days before 
the meeting. Then the interest grew, the horses being 
stabled and fed and taken out to the race track every 
morning to be exercised. For the first few days only 
long slow work, gradually working them fit, until a 
couple of days before the races when they would be 
given a try out against a trial horse. All hands usually 
turned up to see the trials. 
There is a delightful race track at Camboon about 
a mile from the station. It is a small black soil plain 
surrounded by scrub and thick bush timber, and broken 
by a few clumps of brigalow trees. Its prettiness is 
quite unexpected, as you suddenly ride on to this clear-
ing from amidst the thick bush timber. The dawn 
would just be breaking as we rode the horses out to the 
track, the frost crackling on the grass, and many a 
morning a dingo interestedly trotting along behind us. 
Sometimes, on those cold mornings with a hard pulling 
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horse and the cold air whipping the tears from your 
eyes, you wished the reins would break. We had no 
fixed course, the meeting could be held at Moura or 
Barfield, or some station in the district whichever 
being available, the main essential being a good race 
track and accommodation for the ladies. The ladies 
were packed into every hole and corner at the home-
stead, the menfolk camped out, bringing their food. 
What with dancing every night, and the horses to feed 
and exercise at daylight, there was little time for sleep. 
The clutter in the tents was indescribable, racing gear, 
food boxes, blankets, clothes, all mixed up in a small 
tent. Three or four young men trying to get into their 
dress clothes with the help of a small looking glass 
hung on the tent pole alongside a dim hurricane lamp. 
In 1908 my brother Victor and I decided to hold a 
picnic meeting at Camboon, and invited over fifty 
people. It was a great success, due in a great measure 
to our housekeeper, because to everyone's surprise, our 
bachelor establishment fed and housed everyone. It 
was afterwards said that there was only one fowl left 
on the place—the old rooster too tough to kill. That 
was in the depth of a memorably cold winter, the 
thermometer was down to fourteen degrees in the 
house, and everything was frozen by midnight. In fact, 
we had to stop dancing and go to bed, as space around 
the fire was overtaxed, and it was too cold to sit out-
side. 
I started with the idea of writing the history of 
the old cattle station, and then continued relating in-
cidents in an endeavour to portray the atmosphere of 
station life as I knew it in the days of open unfenced 
runs. It was just our work-a-day life, and looking back 
on those days of forty years ago, I wonder whether it 
was the glamour of youth when the day was never too 
long nor the horse too hard to ride, which makes it all 
seem so fresh and clean. I can stiU smell the smoke of 
the bushfires, the heavy scent of the sandalwood and 
gum trees, and the scent of the dewy grass as we rode 
off to muster in the early morning light, and hear the 
concertina playing in the kitchen, the clomp of the cow 
bells and the lowing in the distant stockyard which 
luUed us to sleep night after night. Times have 
changed; there is not the same good comradeship be-
tween Boss and men. Things which were considered 
luxuries are now necessities, and all in aU, no one is 
happier. 
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Just one m.ore glimpse into the old days before we^  
close. What did the country look like, and has it 
altered since the day when first seen by pioneers. Here 
again I must turn to Willie, who, from his evergreen 
memory, could remember the old Camboon of seventy 
years ago. Creeks now filled with silt were then beds 
of sand interspersed with waterholes in which the fish 
were plentiful. In a dry time when the water level sank 
it was only necessary to scoop holes in the sand with 
the bullock team, put in foot logs, and so provide ample 
water for stock. The country was open, none of the 
regrowth seedling timber which is now sapping the life 
out of the country. 
As a boy WiUie used to tail horses on the One Mile 
Gully, let them wander and graze within sight a mile 
away. To-day they would be out of sight within a few 
hundred yards. In spare time he would mow wild oats 
and kangaroo grass for hay—you would search in vain 
for a tuft of these grasses in that gully to-day. Animal 
?nd bird life were more plentiful. Emus, kangaroos 
and wallabies were in thousands. The trapper would 
have found the country a paradise. Possum pads a t 
night obliterated the cattle tracks. Blackboys chopped 
the cuppai and coocher nests from the trees; it is quite 
rare to find these native bee nests now. Squatter 
pigeons now vanished were plentiful, and the boys used 
to crack them with their stockwhips as they squatted 
on the ground and roast them on the coals for lunch. 
Native bears were in no need of protection, their weird 
waUing cry, the most blood-curdling sound in the bush, 
could be heard at nights along the creeks. 
Of course, there were no fences, even in my time 
on Camboon, you could ride fifty miles without hitting 
a fence. Willie said the runs and paddocks were now 
so small you were shut in like "fighting a goanna in a 
matchbox." No moonlighting the scrubbers of a night, 
and the art of throwing and tying a beast is weU nigh 
forgotten. One must go to the back of beyond to find 
the replica of the days I have tried to portray. 
It is said that the waves transmitted by wireless, 
may, after travelling the boundless realms of space, be 
once more picked up and heard again. If that be so, 
from down the creek some night at old Camboon 
Station may be heard—K-tchu-day, K-tchu-day, 
K-tchu-day, and one of the children looking up will sajr 
—"there goes the Cracow plane." 
